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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
what can i say? its smut. also greg and ken (respectively) look like this. rather, that's how i imagined them 
looking while writing this. anyways enjoy! 


"Is the East Coast always th-this cold?" Ken voiced trembled as he shivered, futilely attempting to warm 
himself up by rubbing his hands together. He watched from the window as the heavy snow fell from the dark 
sky. 


'It is now," Greg murmured, "Why don't you sit in front of the fire?" 


He drew the drapes shut and walked over to Greg, joining him in front of the warm, crackling fireplace. Greg 
extended one side of the blanket behind Ken, who whispered a bashful ‘thank you' as he wrapped it around 
himself. Greg's arm remained around Ken's waist, the younger man's head resting against his shoulder. They 
sat together in comfortable silence for a while, which was half of what they did during their off time. Meeting 
four years ago, Ken already felt as though he knew Greg his entire life. 


‘| like how we're.. not even watching TV right now," he said, his eyes still focused on the flames. 

"I find television boring the majority of the time," Greg replied in a soft voice. 

That made sense coming from him, who Ken typically found either reading a book or sleeping. And he wasn't 
complaining about the lack of background noise either. There was nothing he would rather do--in the middle of 
a snow storm no less--than this. 

"Is this helping by the way?" Greg lifted his head to face him. 

Ken rubbed his hands together. "A little, thanks." 

"Only a little? Hmm." the younger man paused. "Want me to make you coffee? Or hot chocolate?" 

"No, thank you." 

"Hm. Well, all you really can do is sit and wait until you really warm up." 

"| don't feel like waiting." 


Greg was silent for a moment before inhaling. "| might have something.. more effective." 


Ken watched him stand up and leave to the dark kitchen, returning with two glasses of wine in each hand and a 


bottle tucked under his arm. 
"Wine?" His eyebrows rose. "Greg, that's going to make me horny." 


"That isn't my intention, but | won't have a problem with that," Greg held a glass out to Ken, using the freed 
hand to hold the bottle as he sat down 


"Thank you," he looked into the glass, contemplating whether he should consume it. "Um, we don't have to.. 


cheers or anything, do we?" 


He turned to the other man, who was in the midst of knocking some of it back before he finished his sentence. 


Greg swallowed, licking his lips as he faced Ken. 


| guess not," he smirked before doing the same. 


Chapter 2 


"How do you feel now?" Greg asked 
"Emboldened! 

"Emboldened?" Greg laughed softly. "To do what?" 

Ken's eyes darted away, then back at Greg wordlessly as he took another sip. 
"Okay, don't answer that," he grinned. "Do you feel any warmer yet?" 

"Oh. Yeah. Yeah, | feel a lot warmer.” 

"Good" 


"Maybe a little too warm," he set the glass down beside him, using both hands to pull his black, long-sleeved 
shirt over his head. He caught Greg's eyes on him as he picked his glass back up. "What?" 


Greg shook his head. "Nothing. Just looking." 

"At me?" 

"Yes." 

"why?" 

The younger man cut his eyes at him, his lips curling into a smile. "Because you're hot." 
"Not really, but l'm a lot warmer than | was fifteen minutes a--" 

Ken's words were cut off with a sudden peck on the lips. 

"You're an idiot," Greg murmured. 


Ken only giggled and looked back at him. It was then that he noticed how Greg's blue eyes lit up, almost glowing 
in the warm light of the fire. 


He watched the younger man's lashes flutter when he blinked. "What?" 


"Your eyes are beautiful." 


Greg blinked again. "Thank you." 
"Will you kiss me again?" 


He closed his eyes as Greg leaned in again, their lips pressing together firmly. He set his glass down 
somewhere behind him, as far as his arm could reach without breaking the kiss. His hand found Greg's hair, 


running through it a little as their lips moved against one another. 


He uttered a quiet sound when he felt Greg's hands on him, flat against his bare chest. He relished the feeling 
of them on his skin as they slid upward, one of them finding the back of his head, already lost in his hair. 
Ken's lips parted for his tongue, letting out a pleased sound as it met his own It started to get him hard, but 
he didn't want to move his hand there yet, instead placing it on the small of Greg's back. Ken's fingers slid 
underneath his shirt, a deep moan that wasn't his own uttered between their kiss. He felt Greg push forward 
into him with his lips, but not forcefully. He took that as a cue to lie down, so he did. He gasped when their lips 
separated, exhaling deeply when Greg's left slow, hungry kisses along his jaw and neck. Their chests were flush 
against one another, Ken's erection stirring as Greg's legs straddled his hips. 


“Still warm?" Greg purred in between kissed along Ken's neck. 


He exhaled as the breath against his skin from the older man's soft, deep voice sent a chill down his spine. He 
swallowed when his arousal throbbed, his right hand gently groping Greg's thigh. 


"Now I'm hot," Ken told him airily. 


"Mmm, | can tell,” he said with a short laugh, pushing his erection up against Ken's for emphasis. "Want me to.. 


take care of that?" 
He nodded, consenting with frantic pleads for Greg to do something--anything--to get him off. 


Greg shifted, kneeling beside Ken before removing the remainder of his sleepwear, setting the red plaid pajamas 
aside. Ken sat up, his legs spread as his hand closed around his shaft to stroke it slowly. He caught Greg's 
eyes focusing on it, the younger man tucking strands of hair behind his ear as he settled in between his legs. 


He held his erection out towards Greg's open lips, throwing his head back in pleasure with a deep groan as they 
eagerly accepted it. They slowly moved along the shaft, gradually engulfing the entire length in the bassist's 
mouth. Ken propped himself up with an arm extended behind him, his hand flat against the plush red area rug 
beneath them. His other hand reached around to the back of the younger man's head, resting there idly as it 
bobbed up and down, the gentle embrace drawing a faint moan out of Greg. 


"Mmm... do that again," he husked, threading his fingers through the other man's hair, who obliged with a 
longer moan. "Yeah, just like that." 


Ken heard him do it once more, then the soft pop sound of lips leaving his length. He felt a firm hand around 
it, working the slick shaft in mid-paced strokes. The younger man's eyes met Ken's for a moment before 
faltering to his member. The way Greg looked at him, any part of him, turned him on fiercely. Especially when 
he came down to drag his tongue around the head in circles, with hooded, lascivious eyes leering into his own. 
"Uhh~" he breathed as Greg's mouth lowered, leaving slow, wet kisses along the base of his length. "Oh, fuck." 
"Am | teasing you too much?" Greg asked softly in between kisses. 

"N-no, its not that. Just trying no-- ohl Fuck, yes!" 

Ken groaned roughly in his throat when his length returned to the warmth and wetness of Greg's mouth, the 
other man's skillful tongue moving along the underside. His breaths came out in heavy huffs, trying with every 
fiber of his being not to climax too soon. An occasional consequence of Greg knowing exactly what he liked: 
where to put his hands, how to use his mouth, the moaning, the eye contact, and everything in between. 
"Greg, l--" he whined, his hand clasping the man's shoulder. 

The younger one made a quiet sound before pulling away. "Yes? What's wrong?" 

"Nothing! Nothing's wrong.. | don't want this to stop too soon, that's all.” 


"Oh. We don't have to stop until you tell me to." 


"| don't want to stop," he droned. "Not until you fuck me." 


Chapter 3 


"Ahh~" Ken gasped, his arms wrapped around the man on top of him. "S-slow down..." 
Greg penetrated him in drawn out strokes. "What's the matter?" 
"Nothing. Kiss me." 


He did just that, his length pushing forward into Ken's tight heat with patience. His soft, honeyed lips met Ken's 
for a slow but voracious kiss. Both men let out low, gratified moans the moment their tongues came together, 
teasing and tasting one another in between lungfuls of breath. Their hands were all over each other, Greg 
squeezing and caressing one of Ken's thighs while the latter's hand cradled the back of the bassists hair. 


They gasped when their lips separated, Greg groaning and panting with his face burrowed in the crook of Ken's 
neck. Ken's body jerked forward with each sharp thrust, stammering out guttural cries as the younger man 
slammed into him. 


"F-fucking give it to me, daddy," he whispered through gritted teeth once Greg hit a sensitive nerve deep inside 


him, shuddering underneath him as an intense jolt of pleasure coursed through his body. "Fuuuck yes.” 
Greg chuckled, pushing his hair back as he straightened up. "Daddy, huh?" 


He exhaled, his eyes fluttering closed as his hands toyed with his own aching erection, dragging his finger 
across the fluid gathering at the tip. A startled noise left his throat when he felt a pair of possessive hands 
take him by the thighs, turning his body so he lay on his side with one leg propped up by Greg's shoulder. 


"Ungh, yeah... just like that," he rasped, his hand stroking the shaft as the other man bucked his hips into him. 
He was going to relinquish his grip on his member when he caught Greg's hand reaching there, the younger 
man's hand clasping over his loosely. And that was what sent him over the edge, tightening around Greg as he 
came. His voice and body trembled, his fluid landing hotly against the back of his and Greg's hands. 


"F-fuck.. fuck, Greg," he choked out, aiming to gather his bearings with deep breaths as the waves inside him 
subsided. 


The bassist pulled out with a soft hum, kneeling in front of Ken as he tugged the condom off. Despite stil 

being a bit winded from his orgasm, he sat up on his hands and knees, reading Greg's disposition as a signal to 
return the favor. The thick head of Greg's manhood tapped against his bottom lip expectantly, to which he took 
it into his mouth, zealously and hungrily. He moved back and forth a number of times before he had his lips 


around every inch, glaring up at the younger man while holding his position 


Ken's name left the other man's lips in a harsh whisper, his brows furrowed over his tightly shut eyes as he 
came. Ken grunted, swallowing everything he had to give, drawing back when he was certain Greg had finished. 


> OTOP TOT OTOTOL OL OTOL OTS 

Ken hadn't fallen asleep yet, but he kept his eyes closed as he lay beside Greg in the dark bedroom, his head 
resting against the younger man's chest as a gentle fingers ran through his hair idly. His eyes opened to the 
sound of a soft laugh. 

"What's so funny?" he asked quietly. 

"Nothing. Well, not that its funny, per se, but--" 

"Babe--" 

Its--" he trailed off. "| thought about when you called me ‘daddy’ earlier." 

"Yeah, well.. what about it?" Ken felt himself blush. 

"That was the first time | have ever heard you say that. And l.. | found that to be hot." 

"Greg, that is not the first time | said that" 

"Wait, it's not?" 

It wasn't the first time Ken used the word around Greg, and far from the first time he used it in reference 
to him in general. Most cases fell into the latter category, where Ken had the apartment to himself and 
decided to alleviate some tension. But he wouldn't tell him that, especially not the part where that occurrence 
predated the two men seeing each other. 


He sighed contently. "No, it's not" 


Ken closed his eyes, relaxing in the warmth of the bed and Greg's embrace. 


